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other day between two wild-boar hides): very perfect vellum in
appearance. I hope to buy enough to bind a Xenophon and
another book or two, if I can find a new skin, for they have the
bad habit of rolling them up tightly when dry, which lines them
with cracks. The method of preparation must be most interesting.
I cannot pretend to understand it yet, but in some way the skin is
taken off whole, but for the head and lower legs, and the hair is
stripped from it, and it is cured, without lime, or vegetable stupes
and fomentations. I hope to get to know about it: and to get a
few of the skins, at 6d each I Worth 5/- in England, you know,
if such natural-coloured vellum could be got out of Italy. The
legs are tied up with sinew, and the man inflates the skin through
the neck, until it is as tight as he can blow it (42 blows, to be very
precise in a biggish skin): then they lie down on it, face down, in
the water, and paddle across with hands and feet. Being light,
the current catches them little. They take their clothes across as
well, on their backs. My faculty of making and repairing things
has recently demonstrated how to make paint (black and red) for
marking antiques, how to render light-tight a dark slide, how to
make a camera-obscura, how to re-worm a screw (difficult this
without a die), how to refit a plane-table, and replace winding
mechanism on a paraffin lamp. Also I have devised a derrick, and
a complicated system of human-power jacks (out of poplar poles,
and rope, and Arabs) which have succeeded in setting an Ishtar
on her legs again. The Romans or Assyrians had broken her off
at the knees, and the men could not shift the slabs back again,
with any delicacy: so Mr. Hogarth and myself set to, and with
our brains, and the aid of 90 men, put all right again. Before this
there had been 120 men playing about with the ropes quite
ineffectually. Digging results will appear in The Times as soon
as Mr. Hogarth gets back. They have been meagre, and not very
satisfactory to date: but it is like Pandora's box with Hope always
at the bottom: and we are not nearly at that yet. I will send
drawings when I have a quiet Sunday* The women here weave
very beautiful cloth: and sell it at about i-Jd a yard: it is thick and
coarse, like grey sacking: the probabilities are that I will bring
home a bale: also enough camel-hide to bind my Doughty, when
I get him. The book will be necessary, for I must know it by more